'i

(L ."'l. .
1 :

v

AT VY

-

The Eveaning Wo

S, -~ T——
-

S TR T AR

rid_ Daily Magazine, Wednesday, March 6, 1912 -

a B

“S'Matter, ﬁp?"

chuptes

(2T hR)

By C. M. Payne

You ARE A gﬁsﬂ\ =
»

-GRADDIN

i |

Winter Garden
Gives Too Much
For the Money.

EY CHARLES DARNTON.

HEN you get home late st night and your wife asks you where you've
been, say “The Winter Garden.” (Needieas to add, the same formula
may serve as sauce for the gooss.)

It i¢ mors than likely, however, that tha new show, now that it Is started,
will soon be running on & shorter schedule. The Winter Garden la nothing i not
generous, Last night It insisted upon Kiving ws 80 much thatl it was ten minutes
after 12 befors wo could shake the programme off our lsps. Undoutrtedly outs
will, and should, be made. Without mentioning the names of Al Jolson, Barney
Bernard, Lawrance D'Oreay, Blossom Beeley and the French pantomimists who
obey the commands of Mme, Imperia, It may gently bs hinted that the axe
already has & great deal of work cut out for it. ‘But it takes time, of course, to
gt & huge entertalnment of thia sort into shape.

The Winter Garden blossomed out with ita apring show in such & way aa to
ecall for words of pralse even from those wordless actore of “Bumurun” st the
Caslno. Over a long bridge above the heads of the audlence came the performers
wihose names Ngure prominently on the
Bhubert salary llst, and with them the
modest chorus girls whose faces, to-
gether with certain allk stockinged pos-
sosslons, represent thelr fortunes. Un-
der the pleasing ¢lrcumatances It was
only human to look up and také notice,
since nelther “Sumurun” nor home waa
sver like this. There was noveity, as
well as muale, In the alr. The novelity
might have been even greater, if, In
view of the "minstrel first part* that
followed, & wider bridge had permitied
the company to give an old-time min-
strel parade to the stage, But it proved
Interesting along "Sumurun' lines, with
a prologue very well sung by .Ernest
Hare.

Like everything else, however, the
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. “Judge Your Wife by

Your Mother-in-Law” I

By Marguerite Mooers Marshall, I

HAT eort of woman should & man marry?
In one of Hanm Anderson's falry tales & cerlaln royal prince de-
vises & dificult test for hia future wife. She must be so sonmitive, |
he ordains, that the presence of a small, round, green pea, though
hidden under twenty mattresses, will keep her from preet.

I think an even more atringent trial for a prospective wifs has bheen deviesd
by Katharine Norrls, the author of that muoch-talked-of liWie book, “‘Mother.'”
For, says Mra. Norris:

"“Let & young man judge the woman he
by his mother-in-law!

“Truly,"” she continued, ‘1 think that the average young
man gives much less attention than he should to the mother
of the girl In whom he's Interested. Here are some of the
questions he should ask himeelf: Does this mother make hor
hsband happy? Doss ahe underetand abbut the manage-
ment of & house, and has she taught what she knows to
her daughter?

"“Are her relations with her daughter unselfish and affec.
tionate on both aldes? Ia the mother neat and attractive In
appearance, or s she a worn-out drudee? Does she oceupy
a dignified and respected place In the housshold, or are her
opinlona timidly proffered and lightly set aside?

“A man who stops to ask and answer these questions
will Aind that he Moks at the girl he loves from a new
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viewpoint. It may be higher or lower than the old
one. That depends on the way the questions are an-
swered,

“When a man chooses his wife he should remember that
he I8 choosing not merely A compandm and friend, hut the
woman who will be the mother of his children. And If he
wants to know how sahe will fill that role he ahould watoh
her in her relations with her own mother and with lher
small brothecs and sistors, 1t she hasn't any, let him noto
how she treals the neighbor'a children.

o me motherhood la the most important thing In the world," added Mra
Noriim frankly. I don't at all undersiannd how peple can lgnore Il or treat
it ae they often do. Then why should not a girl's fitness for matrimony depend
upon her latent motlrerliness?

“There !s a type of mother who does all the work herself, and thus tnnkes Lor
Uttle mirl & aelfiah, helplems scntteririaln. This type uf mother acta from Lhe Lest
of motives, &he hersel! was probably overworked In hee youth, and she has re-
solved that her daughter ahall make up for It by belng a lly who tolls not, nor
spins, 80 by her very unselfishnoss whe lays up all worta of trouble for her daughs

prologus was too long. "My Bumurun
(Hrl" was sagerly recognised as a good
pone for th  grand march. To |llustrate
1, Mias Stella Mayhew ashowed her
round, good-natured face at the window
sacred (0 the leading lady of the harem,
while the ublquitous Jolmom, In white
face for a cF e, lifisd up his boid,
brave volce lo Join her In ragtime medl-
tlonn,

Ho far. »o good! The minstrel whow
astting, with tier upon tler of the hast-
looking girls ever seen at the Winter Oarden, was even better. The worst of It
‘was that the Courtenay Slsters sang the pld ¥ings that should long ago have
been Iald (0 rest under the chestnut tres at Broadway and Fiftleth atreet, whilo
Ay, Jolson indulged In stunts that seamed strangely famillar, He made the most
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of hia Ume, but he took up far too much of ours, We would gladly have given|

him that §12 he owed Intarloculor Billee Taylor to be apared his frantie efforts on
the bridge to get the money. A little of him goes a long wuy.
funny should not lead him to belleve he in the wholsa ahow, There was no getting
away from hikm last night. Long as the programmae praved, the villain atill pur-
«ued us up to and beyond the sleventh WWour, when his awan song came apparently
from reluctant lips.

Mies Mayhew caught the ear of the hounse completely with “Blow an Your
Mecolo.,” 1In “Toddling the Todolo,"”
Mis Blossom Seeley got along with
very little volce, reminding us that it's an
11l March wind that blows mobody good.
Later on #he bLroke out on the bridge
and In the aisles with “How Do You
Do, Miss Ragtime?' The unkind truth
is she diAn't do very well, Misa Kath-
leen Clifford .o.d George White gave a
new kick to an old dince very cleverly,
and A raxtime =sxtotte brought our old
friend '"Lucia’ up to date.

The mecond part of the programme,
“Whirl cf Boclety,” was vulgar without
belng funny In spite of Misa Mayhew's
desperate offorts to make it amuaing.
lawranoe D'Orsay astalked through It
dieaally,. Miss Jebyna Howland re-
turned to the stage In all her Junossque
boauty (o do not ‘ng dut stand around;
Melville WUls, &t the plano, knocked
‘the spota off '"Butterfly” and toyed with
‘ess operallc alrs; and Martin Brown
and Miss Jose Collins appeared In a
At~ but favorabls light as they danced
the "“Cinderella Walts'" This Adlaxy
Whirl of B elety” wan ehiefly Inter-
esting for bringjng out a bheautiful
blonde from France, Mlle. Dolle Dal-
nert. It could be ween at & glance that
Deolle bnd comething on her chest—her

Dolle Dainert.
gown made no attempt to hide thia fact!—and when she sang there was nothing

to fear. Her volde added to charma that will mo i be a grest Inapiration to
spring poets who find thelr way to the Winter Garden.

Put the French pantomimista who appeared in “Sewostra’ at the end of the
long evening were not caleulsted to send the audience home to pleasant dreams.
As the empress who stabbed the unconquering hero, Mme. Imperia was more
mighey than fascinating, while Mons, Farina amoumted to Ittle more than & joke
as & barbariun, Lucy Gerard, who (8 an American (I I'm not miataken, had her
§ood polnts as the slave. But "Bososira” had only |te muslc to recommend It
The knife shoidd be used here without merey.

The Winter Garden glves t)o much for the money. The new production s a
great blg #how—bit it's too big.

Betty Vincent's
Advice to Lovers

\ﬂumoml engRkemest ring. In her prof-

A Question of Etiquette.

“H. G."" writea:

erence a proper one?
1 am giving & party | Yes, for the algn of the engagement
to my sister who s older thun I. Which may always be & matier of Individual
of us should Introducs the company?” | choloe.
You wsines you are piaying hostess, “A 3" writes: < with
man I love, It was my fault.

/ o
Mm‘mum

"3, A" writes: "My flances prefers
8 hoart look (o #

& G4 deagle with

The fact that he (s

““That Is the sort of mother-in-law to avold. The other kind—Lhe elght Mod—
I# the ona who not only bears many dhlldren, butl brings them up with & wiee as

woll as & tonder aflfection. This mother sometimes has the new dress, instead
of giving It to her daughter, not @ much for her own eake as for the girl's. She
nometimes goea o the church seclal and leaves daughter at home with the sleep-
ing bablew. And she pees (0 It that daughter takes a gradually (noressing share
in the housshold dutles, not primarily becauas of the help she gives, but because
of what ahe recelves.

"“To use a very simple {llusiration, there Ia the mother Who sends hér litHe
wirl out of the kitchen becauss ‘it Lakes longer to teach her than it does to do it
myeell.' That ia the wrong kind. There la aleo the mother who leta her daughter

wipe a fow eliver spoons to ‘help mother' even If the
work has to be done over amaln after tha IHtls one
When that girl grows up she will bring bappinsss to some
man."

“And what elne does a girl nead, beside a good molher,
to turn her Into the right sort of wife?' 1 Inquired.

“I hope my eson, when he grows up, will marry a gl
from n amall evuntey town,” replied Mrs, Norris,

“The girl In the small (own usually leads & mucty more
normal and healthful Hfe than the girl In New York. You
can tell the differance just Ly looking fn thelr faces 1
have a great pity for the wirl In thw large clty who (s not
a worker,

“Only the other day 1 was shooked and aurprised to
nd that n little girl of my acqualntance, who is ten years
old, dldn't know what ironing day was! Of coures, the
rhild waan't to blame. RBha had silways llved In a blg apart-
ment hotel here, hor family sent the laundry out, and there
waps no reamon why she should have obialned that bit of
homely information. It was not likely to come Into her
unnatural |ife.

“That Is the trouble with Nfe In & Iarge cliy—it 1s un-
natural for a girl. She doven't nesd the theatrss and con-
certs and clothes and clubs, all the thousand and ene formae
of extrandsus excltoment. When she in Ny » club will be
n good thing to stir her up, just as I'a & good thing for a

fut IU's not necessary for elther girl or boy.
Bhr generally goes

middlt—md’mln.

“In & small town & Rirl's life I8 cesentially wholestime,
to bed early, and it'a not a penance, for whe has no hundred gliltering theatres
to dream about. She need suffer from no seclnl heart-trurnines. All the peopls
whe Knows have ubout the sume Income and enterialn in the same simple way,
Hhe helps decorats the church at Christmng, and maybe takes & class Iy SumTay-

acvhool, and goos to the sockuls with a dellghtfol sense of dissipation.
the meanwhile shic is working and studying and growing,
“In ow ward, che's Just the nogmml girl, [ think she In the sort of young

And In

ter and her daughter's future husband.

woman with whom the average man I8 happlest.'

Babbling Bess 3¢ (-

Coppright, 1012
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§fé By Harry Palmer
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The Answer.

T HICH s the greater statosman Mr
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CHAPTER XII.

(Continwed. )

Smith Gets “Hunk.”

ORA found him a dense and
disagresabls pupll, and one
who seemningly had forgntteh
everythl he had ledrned
during vioua lsasons. His

aa tn e unelvil, and a fesling of In-

dignation rose within her, was
al & los o understand his mood, unless

It was dus to the result of the morn-

Ing'n rave; yet she could somrcely be-

Ilove that hia disappointment, perhaps

chagrin, could account for his rude-

nesa Lo her,
When the uselean leanon was finlehed,
aho closed the book and asked:

“You are not yoursell to-night, What
Is wrong?'
With an expression upon his face

which both startied and shovked her he
wnaried:;

“I'm wick of sesin’ that Indy kiler
hangin' around herel™

#-Y‘N -“nli_

“Halston!"

Dora had never looked at Smith as

t
1 nl t '“
M ke eplind e ol nMiITE.N! lesie w r%- .
T i P e AR | S iy : k2

whie looked at him now,

“I beg 10 Le excused from your eriil-
cinms of Mr. Ralston*

Bmilth had not dreamed that the gen-
tie, wiritah voles eould take on such o
quality. 1t cut him, stung him, until he
felt hot and ecold by turns

“tih, 1 didn't know he was suoh &
friend,” he sneered,

*Yon''—her eyes did not quall hefors
the look that Named In his="he is just
such a friend!’

They had risen; and BPmith, looking at
Her a8 she stood erect, her head high
In deflance, vould have choked her In
hin fealons raxe.

Io wtembled rather waliced (0~
ward the door

“tlaod nlEgMt'" he mald In & stralned,
throaly volee,

“Good night ™

Bhe stared At the door as It closed bes

wind Llm. Ehe had sometiing of the
feeling of one who, making n pet of &
tiger, feels Its claws for the first tima,
sren the Nret indleation of ite feroclous
nature, This new phase of Bmith’'s ohare
woter, while |t sngered, also Alled her
with uneasiness,
It wan kator than usual when Smith
came In to say & word (o the Indlan
woman, safter Dors aml Susle had re-
tlesdl, Mo d1d mot bring with him the
fumes of tobaooo, the smoke of which
ross !n olouds In the bunk-houss, mak-
ing 1t all but Imporsibie to see the length
af the bullding; he brought, rather, wn
odor of fresiiness, a fesling of coclnese,
as though he had been [ong in the night
alr.

The Indlan aniffed Impar-
ceptibly,

“Where you besn ™'

1118 look wia evil as he answared

“Me® l've been payin’ my debly, me-—
Amith."

He took har impassive hand in both
of hin and pressed It awsinat Me heart.

“Pmie Flower,” he saul, 1 want you
vy 1l Maleted to goo L hste him'

The woman looked but di4

ant anawer

than

woman

at him,

repliss at times wers po curt | hi

nm:mtm m‘m ‘-'.;.ﬂ
slender loll.m -

oyee

ten's contalned as they met
His skin was gray as hs

himael! and drew a hatd which
noticeably the longth of his ehesk

lelrtn hin mouth,
N great anger, anger whish proctiee
some quick and despearate aet,
every pearson haa soms weal
lllhllmnl:w thin was
enn ty man than Bmith

have Ninched ot that moment :
half-arin on his face and he
walted for a torrent of acousations amd
oathe. Hut Ralston, in & volcs low
that it barely reached him, a volcs o
ominous, 0 fraught with me ;
that the dullest eould: not have
understood, aald:

“I'll borrow your hores, Bmith*™
like ome hyphotibed,

maoll a: .
“Buyre! e him*
Raluton knew as well as un.ra
had witneased the act that Bmi
hemmered the frogs of Molly's feet
til they were bruised and sore as
Her lamentas would not be
~-ghe would recover in a week or tWwo.
bhut the abuss of, the crusity te the
little mare he loved fillad Ralaton
& hatred for Bmith ss relentisss
desp an Emith's own.

“A man who could do &
that,” msald Ralston through
testh, “is no common cur! He's
~-all wolf! He |an't ataying here
love alone. ‘There's ao m [ %Y
And T awear before the tiod ¢t made
me I'll ind out what it in and laad
him before 1 quit!™

CHAPTER XL
Susie’s Indian Blood.

NOMING lelsurely up the
from the cerrals, Smith saw
Susia sitting on the codton-
wood log, wrapped In
mother's blanket.

She waa huddied in & squaw's
tude. He eyed her; he never Nad
her like that before. But, knowing 8-
dinng botter, possibly, dhan he Enow Sl
own race, Amith He
flged the mood. Her Indlan bieed
uppermost. It rose In most W-Nz
upon vocasion, Homullmes under
fluenne of liquor It cropped ott,
times anger brought it to the au
He hind seen |t olften—this heh
smouldering sullenness,

HBmith stood with his handa In bk
pockets, Jooking at her.
ot oase with her than ever h

“What are you sulkin' about, Busle?"

Hhe 4l not answer; her partness, her
Anglo-8axon vivacity, wefe gons; hee
face was wooden, expressionless; her
rewtioss oyea sow moving and Sull; her
cheokbones, always
looked higher, and her shin was
and dark.

“You look ke a squaw with that ik
on." he ventured ageln, and there
sallnfaction in his face.

It was to
all, Fusle was " un''—"pare Injun.‘*
The scheme which had doremam

kgl . lain in
N A R .r:.'g...

i

i

that he had tried o hls
overiures had ended lm

Now her stinging longue wad b.
and thers was no sggressivensss her

manner

Smith, Iaying his hand heavily upon
her shinulder, sat down beside her, and
A Hash, a transitory gleam, shone for
an Instant In her dull eves; Sut she &id
not move or ehangs ex

Ha »a!d In & low voloe:

Wil yout"
"Yeu. I tell him* |
"Wihsn?
fon raleed her narranling oVes Lo hie |
When you tell de white woman to |
a 't |
.I‘-'lll!rlu had falt that the oid Colonel
wan growing Impatient with his saming
Inaetivity, so he declded the next morn- |
ing to rids ta the Har € and tell him

that he belleved he had o olue. Tt would
not he pecassary Lo keap Running Fah- |
bit undes close survelllanes  untp the
beef (0 Lhe meat-liouse wan getting low,

Then the depuly sherlff mesnt not to]
lot him out of his sight |

gmdth hiwd not spoken to Ahe man |
whom he had comae to regard as his
Mynl #nca he had ridden away from |
M the morning before. Hw
Ignuored fulson's conversation et the
table and avolded him In the hunk-
house.

a8 the other man passed, but his eyes
followed him with a trium
as he want Into the stable to saddie
Molly

Halston bhacked the mare te turn her
in the stell, and abe all but fell dowy,
He felt & Hitle surprise at her cluma!
ness, hut dld not grasp Hla
until ghe led her to tha deor, whers sha
paintully over the low door-sill
put fell ugaln. MHe led her a
step o two further. and shs went
most 1o her knees. The mare was

FYOu re 240

had !

Now, sngaged in trlmming s | glasent;
horee's fetlocks, Smiath did not 1ook up | yeryianive whisper:

| thing onery-—stea) mmﬁ.m itk

L B . I
iy

mvanlng |

“What you need s sthrrin’ upy Muale."

o watched her narvowly, and ésns
tinued

“You ought to kot Into & ghme that
has same ginger in 1. This hers Ufe W
teo tame for a 2iel like you'

Witnout nokiog at hlm she ashed:

“AWhat kind of & gmame! Her velts
was felesr, guttural

“Iw wgin iy principles to & -my
wark 1o a woman: bl You're m"
o omee, Susle' His
dropped 104 whisper, and the welghl
Dle hand made hey shonlder sag. "“Lat's
ou il me rustie a buneh of horees*

susle did not betray surpeise st the
wturtiing proposition by so much as the
twitehing of an eyelld.

“What for?

Smith replled:

“Just for the hell af 111"

HBae grunled, but pelther In nssent nor
w0 HSmith went on in e,

“There's Injun enough th you, girh
the samieé

ant Blenm | uke horse stealin® all

breathin'. You jump in with me on
deal and see how easy You lode
sulk. Don't you aver have & feslin'
holt of you that you want to do

somebody? 1 do, 've had
in" ' on ma Siren
low."ul §ot o Gel K@ oF i
0 0 1 B 4
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